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THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MARBOI

The bishop, however, entered into correspondence,
but Without ordering the fire from the ramparts to cease.
Finally, fearing, as would appear, to fall a victim to the fury
of the people, which he had himself fomented by giving false
hopes of success, he refused to surrender. On March 28 the
marshal in order to withdraw the enemy's attention from
the centre of the entrenchments, attacked their wings.
Merle's division carried several fortified enclosures on the
left, while Delaborde and Franceschi threatened the works to.
the'right. While this was going on, some battalions having
cried out that they wished to surrender, General Foy advanced
incautiously, followed by Ms aide-de-camp. The aide-de-camp
was killed; the general was made prisoner, stripped naked,
and dragged into the town. The Portuguese detested General
Lpison, who had beaten them.1 This general had some time
back lost an arm, whence they had nicknamed him Mafleta.
Oa seeing General Foy a prisoner, the populace of Oporto^
thinking that it was Loison, began to shout: < Kill him!.
kill Maneta!' But Foy had the presence of mind to lift his-
two hands, and the mob, seeing its mistake, let him be taken
to prison. The bishop, who had brought things to this crisis,
lacked courage to face the danger, and, leaving to the generals
the task of defending the town as best they conld, fled across
the river to the convent of La Serra, on the top of the steep
hill wHch commands the suburb of Villa Nova, whence he
was able in perfect safety to witness the horrors of the-
morrow's fight.

It was a fearful night for the inhabitants of Oporto. A,
violent storm broke out, and the soldiers and peasants fancied
that in the roaring wind theypieard the sound of the enemy's,
cannon-balls. In spite of all that the officers could do, a fire
of cannon and small arms was opened all along the line, and
their noise mingled with that of the thunder and the inces-
sant bells. Throughout this frightful uproar the French,,
sheltered in the ditches against balls and bullets, were calmly
awaiting the daylight to attack the place. By the morning
of the 29th the weather had cleared, and our troops marched
[-1 At Almeida and elsewhere in 1807.]ted liad blown up Fort Con-
